Trapped 


Author: deenie 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Dec I5 2014 Il:06:26 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
It rambles, and | don't know why. 


1992 VMA's 


| sucked in my breath when | saw her. She was so goddamn beautiful. Maybe | was shallow about it but all the 
girls | fell in love with were beautiful, like cover girl super model beautiful. It kind of worried me a little bit, like 
was it just the surface that appealed to me and because of my fucked up history with my mom | kept things 
on the surface with these girls? If | could ever manage to be with one of them long enough for that beauty 
to start to crack would | just get rid of them, trade them in for the younger, sleeker model? But that wouldn't 
happen. All these relationships would blow up in my face sooner or later. But for right now, she looked 
beautiful. The shirt she wore was black lace over pale lavender and jeans, these jeans that went down her long 
legs to these little black boots, and her hair was pulled back in the middle like a little girl's, but it was hot. 
Sexy, forbidden, hot. Jesus. 


"Ready?" | said, my voice cracking. She nodded while looking me up and down like she wasn't sure she liked what 


she saw. It was funny because now, with the way everyone kissed up to me and told me shit | wanted to hear, 
like Duff said, "blowing smoke up my ass," she was the only one in my life who didn't do that, and | guessed | 
really liked that. 


"Yeah, Axl, let's go," she said, and | let her go first, down the hotel corridor, to the elevator, through the 


gleaming marble lobby and out to the waiting limousine below. 


| sipped champagne in the limo as we glided across the streets of LA. to the music awards. | tired not to 
worry about the things | was worrying about, and it wasn't just that the band had basically fractured beyond 
repair. That was part of it, but there were other things, bigger factors at work that were difficult to 
articulate. So | ignored it and sipped at the champagne and gazed at Stephanie's face, so angular, so 
symmetrical, so flawless. | knew | was shallow. What did | really like about her? | never saw her. She was 
always off on a shoot somewhere. If she wasn't off somewhere | was, flying around the world to these huge 
stadiums singing the old songs | was getting so sick of. | liked the songs, | liked every song from "Appetite", of 
course. They all meant something and they were all honest, but since the early 80's we'd been playing them, 
or versions of them. | wanted to do something else, try something else, another direction, but Slash was an 
anchor about it, a weight around my ankle about it, he wouldn't let us stray from the course set by 


"Appetite". 


| followed Stephanie across the yard/lawn area toward the backstage dressing rooms, my head down, thinking 
vague things about the destruction of all of this, how it was crumbling and no one really knew it, no one 


outside of the band, not yet, and then | heard my name. 


"Axl, Axl!" It was a voice | recognized, and he was saying my name with a mocking tone that | didn't like. | 
supposed | preferred reverence to mockery. | wanted to shrink away from that voice at first, | wanted to 
shrink away from all of this, the spotlight that was always trained on me, but of course | had invited it, hadn't 
|? | had caused all of this. But that first thought about shrinking away quickly gave way to anger, the anger 
that was always there, and | lifted my head up, glaring at whoever wanted to start something. 


It was Kurt Cobain calling to me, holding a newborn baby. | saw Courtney Love next to him, looking frumpy and 
overweight and disheveled, her badly dyed white blond hair falling in crazy curls over her overly made up eyes. 
She was not the type of girl | would go for now, but she is the type | may have settled for before all this 
fame and fortune, when girls were a little more critical of me. It was amazing how many had been able to pass 
me by before | wrote "Sweet Child O' Mine" and "Welcome to the Jungle" and amazing how many of them 


threw themselves at me afterward. 


His tone made me angry, and the look in all of their eyes made me angrier. | knew what they thought, and | 
knew that there was something in it that was true. They thought | was a part of this bloated, commercial, sell 
out band, and they thought that | embodied all of the worst rock star clichés. Those things were kind of true, 
but kind of not true. Shit was real with us, and when we burst on the scene as dirt poor street urchins with 
our songs as the only things we had in the entire world that was the truth. Now, well, we had more, but we 


had less, because we were losing ourselves. 


| knew that they were junkies. That wouldn't end well. 'd seen Nirvana in concert, | dragged Slash with me, and | 
liked them a lot. Their songs had something and they were going to be huge, and | invited them on tour with us 
and they said no. Did that hurt? Kind of. If | had to admit it, it kind of hurt. They wanted to be separate from 
us. I'd even seen Courtney Love and her band, Hole, and they were amazing. She was ugly and a nightmare and 
a mess, but she could write and sing the fuck out of those songs, and I'd glance over at Stephanie and wonder 


what she could do besides be a pretty face. 


"Hey, Axl, do you want to be the godfather to our baby?" Courtney said, and my gaze shifted from her bright 
red slasher flick lipstick to the baby that Kurt held. I'd wanted one. | thought about Erin and the miscarriage 
she had and | felt the pain of that again, and look at them. Fucking junkies but they still got to have a perfect 
baby. It wasn't fair. | hadn't done heroin in years. 


Then the red rage came down over my eyes. If he lets someone else hold that baby I'll pound the fuck out of 
him. | pointed at him and told him to shut that bitch the hell up, and | couldn't even hear what he said in 
return, but it was something snide and sarcastic and everyone around him laughed. Stephanie said something to 
Courtney, | saw her lips moving, her head down, perfect hair swaying around her perfect face. | slid my eyes 
sideways at her, wondering if we'll ever get married and have kids of our own, wondering if all I'll ever be the 


father of is a bloody mess on the end of a knife. 


Finally | felt someone tugging on my arm and pulling me away, and | saw Earl out of the corner of my eyes as 


tears started to blur them, and | swallowed hard, looking back at them through the prisms of tears. 


"Cmon," Earl said in his gentle way, tugging me and leading me away. | let my long hair fall over my face so no 
one could see me for just this moment. | knew that Guns N' Roses were on the edge of being irrelevant, | knew 
that the music scene was about to change and that we had been so big, so huge, that it would be like the 
dinosaurs crashing to their deaths all at once for whatever reason it was, comet or just a shift in the 


weather. 


Stephanie had to fly away. | was alone in my mansion again, there was just a staff here. Maids and cooks and 
Earl, and it was weird. I'd become this lord of the manor. | wanted one last grasp at being relevant again, and it 
meant getting Slash to agree with me on some things, on some of the songs and the new directions that | 
wanted, and | knew why me and Slash were so diametrically opposed on this. When he was a kid he could listen 
to whatever he wanted to and he'd decided at a pretty young age what he liked. Me, | couldn't listen to 
anything except Elvis and fucking Jimmy Swaggart gospel records, so all of this was new to me, and | hadn't 
solidified any one thing in my head as a kid. 


"Jesus, the fucking traffic was a nightmare, it's like a fucking traffic jam every two feet," Slash arrived, 
bitching about something in his good-natured way. | narrowed my eyes at him for a moment. Everyone liked 
him, | knew that. Not everyone liked me, but that was okay. | wasn't here for everyone to like. It was more 
than that, this shit. But Slash, everyone thought he was so sweet and nice and all of this, even though he lied 
through his teeth most of the time and | always told the truth. Nice lies were easier to take than the harsh 


truth any day of the week, though. 
"What the fuck did you do at the VMA's?" he said, flipping his dark curls out of his eyes. 
"What? Nothing. They started with me, | didn’t hit anyone or anything... 


"Oh, really? That's not what | heard. | heard you beat the shit out of Kurt Cobain, for God's sake, Axl, they're 


gonna sue your ass," he laughed, not caring who sued me. 

"Yeah, whatever, | didn't do anything," | said, and | knew Slash believed me. That was the benefit of always 
telling the truth. Maybe | told the truth because of that religious shit that was beat into me when | was a kid. 
While Slash was listening to whatever devil's music he wanted to | was learning all the commandments and all 
the hypocrisy that could go along with them. 

| want to talk," | said, my tone low and serious. Slash raised his eyebrows. 

"Oh, you do?" 


"Yeah, | do," | said, shifting from one foot to the other, feeling Slash's eyes on me. 


"Lets go upstairs then," he said, and | shook my head no, glancing around at the staff that were milling around, 


cleaning things, making phone calls, cooking, dusting. | wanted those people around us. 
"Axl," Slash said, his tone dropping an octave or two until his voice was a low growl, "we should go upstairs," 
"Hmmmm, Slash, | really want to talk, okay, so let's just stay here or go out by the pool-" 


"No. Upstairs," he said, his eyes dark, his tone flat, and he reached out and clamped his hand around my wrist, 
his fingers digging into me. 


"Okay," | said, my voice a rough whisper, my head down. | wouldn't meet his eyes. 


Upstairs in one of the bedrooms | was backed up against the wall, Slash against me. He leaned in and kissed me 


and pulled my hair, yanking my head back so | didn't have a choice but to be kissed. 


All these years in Guns N' Roses, along with all the gorgeous models | dated there was this thing with Slash, | 
didn't even know what to call it. In the early days he'd stare at me, his tongue snaking out of his mouth and 
licking his lips, and one day in those run down rooms with the stained mattresses he trapped me there, and | 


realized that he was bigger than | was, and a bit younger, and stronger. There was no getting away. 


"What do you want to talk about?" he said, pinning my wrists against the wall above my head. | twisted against 


his hold but he only tightened up and poked his tongue into my mouth roughly, almost choking me. 


"N-nothing," | said when he took his tongue out of my mouth, and | felt his hands around my wrists tighten up 


again, and one slipped down to caress my chest and stomach and fondle the button to my jeans. 


It can't be nothing,” he said, pulling me toward the bed and then shoving me onto it. Before | could get up he 
put his full weight across me, trapping me there. With the girls | was always in control, and when bedroom 
shit slipped into S€M areas | was the one with the whips and the control, but with Slash | was never in 
control, and | couldn't really figure out if | liked that or not. 


